OHAPTBE   XXII.

HARROW ESCAPE OF A SMUGGLER.

FROM the time I first settled in Wilberforce, my
house had ever been open to travelers and
strangers; but a conversation I happened to overhear,
led me to take a course different from what I had at
first Intended. I was at a public house about twenty
miles from home, when I heard the landlord advising
his guest to eat heartily, for, said he, "you will find
nothing more worthy of your attention, until you
reach Wilberforce. When you arrive at that settle-
ment, inquire for A. Steward, from the States, and he
will give you a meal fit for a prince." I began to
reflect on the subject and concluded, inasmuch as
people would send company to me, it would be better
to make some preparation for entertaining them. I had
plenty of furniture, and all I needed was a larger
supply of food, to commence keeping a tavern. This had just then taken possession of the play-
